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to Kin-hwa.) The building itself is very pretty. Its pillars
are scarlet and turquoise blue, festooned with tiny elec-
tric bulbs and coloured paper streamers—like the entrance
to a fun-fair. Here the politeness-game, which we had
been playing all morning, reached its height. We were a
party of twelve, and, for some time, it looked as if we
should never get upstairs at all—there was so much play-
ful scuffing to yield the places of honour, so much bow-
ing, so many 'after you's. As a pro-British gesture, our
hosts insisted on eating the European menu—a suffocat-
ing cavalcade of soup, chicken, Mandarin fish (on a Chi-
nese list of dishes, every fish seems to be described as
'Mandarin'), pork, more chicken, more fish, and sweets.
Toasts were drunk and re-drunk in every conceivable com-
bination, till our heads swam. We kept swapping specially
dainty morsels with our neighbours. Auden and I de-
veloped a private game: it was a point of honour to praise
most warmly the dishes you liked least. 'Delicious,' Auden
murmured, as he munched what was, apparently, a small
sponge soaked in glue. I replied by devouring, with smiles
of exquisite pleasure, an orange which tasted of bitter
aloes and contained, in its centre, a large weevil. On the
whole the food was very nice, but our hosts disparaged it
out of courtesy—and of course we had to protest: 'Hor-
rible stuff, this. We must apologize. ...' 'No, no! Not hor-
rible. Wonderful!' 'Very poor after your English cookery.'
'English cookery disgusting! Chinese cookery marvellous!'
'We are so sorry.' 'The best lunch we ever had in our
lives.' 'Miserable.' 'Excellent.' 'Bad.' 'Good.' 'Bad.' 4NoP
c Yes!' And so on. We kept it up throughout the meal.
After lunch, stuffed and intoxicated, we staggered home
to rest, but not for long. We had promised to address the
three hundred students who are being trained in Krn-
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